AD&LE AND CO.

you will be unwelcome.   The Wet Flag is more than
a cafe : it is as good as a dub.
No hush greeted our entry, and nobody stared:
but before two minutes had passed I became acutely
aware that our presence was under discussion by
everyone in the place. It was a curious feeling which
nothing could justify. The shrugged shoulders, the
laughter, the confidential remarks might have related
to any topic you please. In fact they related to us.
The air was charged with resentment which was
deliberately masked. I am not very sensitive, but
only a full-blown idiot could have failed to perceive
the atmosphere of iH will. And I knew in my heart
that if I were to get to my feet and step to the door,
one or more of the company present would instantly
do the same.
But if we were not at our ease, we had nothing to
fear. We were three strong men, and Jonah and I
were armed. Besides, we were there on business.
We had an appointment with an habitue. Still,
veiled suspicion is a very unpleasant thing. No
erne likes to be weighed and found wanting. But
when one is weighed and found wanting by forty or
fifty people all of whom live by defying the criminal
law, it is much more than distasteful. It is almost
embarrassing.
I crossed my legs and took a pull at my beer.
The place was clean and not unpleasantly hot.
The floor was of some composition on which the waiters'
leet made next to no sound, and while the room was
well lit, the lights were carefully shaded, to spare
the eyes. A woman sat at a desk beside the bar,
but the host himself was-playing the part of a waiter
a&d wearing the keg, white apron as well as his men.
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